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Written while in school at Mill Creek 
to Sister Julia on her birthday. 


Though distance separate us 
And miles apart are we, 

Yet oft of one I’m thinking 
And sister that one’s thee. 


And as I look back over 

Our childhood’s life and plays 
I sweetly then remember 

Those happy bygone days. 


Oh, the years of youth are passing 
For thee is past thy teens, 

And yet that seems impossible 
We’re nearing home it seems. 


Then sister may we gather 
Frensh strength to do the right 
And pray for God’s direction 
To keep us in the light. 
4th month, 1890. 





In memory of my school days at Mill 
Creek. 


This evening I sit thinking 
Of friends and schoolmates dear 
Those lovely groups that gathered then 
Now seem to re-appear. 


I see their smiling faces 
And hear their merry laugh; 
But Oh! that group is scattered 
And of different waters quaff. 


How varied are their callings 
Their thoughts and works today 
And very different are they all 
Who with us used to play. 


But memory still will linger 
And bring up scenes of old 

Of pleasures on that play ground 
Its joys no one has told. 


Oh! how we loved our teachers; 
And they loved us dearly too, 

And hard they strove to teach us 
Each lesson hard and new. 


Our school days soon are over 
And we find life more sad 
Than when in school we gathered 

So happy, gay and glad. 


But one sweet thought comes to us, 
That cheers us on our way, 

And tells us we may meet again 
Across the Jordan’s bay. 


O’er there no day is darkened 
With clouds of care and pain, 
And those who meet in that fair land 
Will never part again. 


Composed while teaching school at 
Bethel, in Morgan County, Indiana, 1891. 


Dear mother, I am thinking 
Of thee now old and gray; 
And I can feel thy kindness 
Tho’ I am miles away. 


The lessons thou has taught me 
Wh-n I was a small child 
Are often brought before me 
So good thou wast and mild. 


Oh! how can I repay thee 

For all thou hast done for me? 
I ne’er can fully do this 

That I can plainly see. 


Thy days are often darkened 
By trials, grief and care, 

Yet a kind Father’s near thee 
And will thy burdens bear. 


If thou wilt look unto Him 
And ask Him to be near 

He will in mercy condescend 
Thy prayers for to hear, 
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We are so often parted 
Here in this world below, 
And I desire that we may be 
Prepared, when called to go. 


For that bright home in heaven 
Where families meet in love 
Oh! let not one be missing 
In that heavenly home above. 


To meet again in heaven 
Yes, meet to part no more 
And sing together over there 
Upon the other shore. 


3rd month 12th, 1898. 
REFLECTIONS 


The light and brightness of the day 
Are passing from our sight away, 
And now the evening shades appear 
And. we are closely gathered here. 

In the same dear old home, 

From which we never far have roamed. 
Father, mother and sisters three, 
Are all the family that we see, 

But five have long been called away 
Unto that home of endless day, 

And now are happy on that shore 
Free from all sorrow evermore. 


For those dear ones we will not grieve 
Since of their joy we can’t conceive, 
Yet know they are free from care and pain 
And always happy will remain. 

But we who linger longer here 

Have much to cause a solemn fear; 
For sin lies broadcast in our land 
And we must watch on every hand, 

If we that home would ever see, 

The home where many mansions be 

And meet the loved ones gone before 
And dwell with them forevermore. 
While we see the setting sun 

As we quite oft before have done; 

And tho’t how time is passing by, 
Indeed on wings it seems to fly. 

And none can know and none can tell 
When we must bid a last farewell 

To every earthly friend and tie, 

For none of us can death defy. 

Yes, all must yield at last to Him 
That pale-faced Messenger so grim; 
Then let us daily seek to know 

Our duty as we onward go, 

And when the sun shall rise no more 
For us upon this mundane shore 

Oh! may we be an unbroken band, 
There in that fair and better land. 


BOOKS OF THE NEW TESTAMENT 


First with Matthew we begin 
Mark and Luke then comes in. 
And a little farther on 

Comes the loved Apostle John. 


The Acts of theapostles there we _ read 
An epistle to the Romans let us heed; 

The Corinthians one and two 

We should read them carefully thro’. 


Galatians and Ephesians then behold, 
With Philippians and Colossians we are told 
To live in unity and love, 

And to forgive as our Father doth above. 


Then Thessalonians first and second, 
Are in their place with others, reconed, 
Then first and second Timothy, 

And Titus with its chapters three. 


And here Philemon we shall se 

And next to this the Hebrews be; 
James that servant good and wise, 
Shows we the poor should not despise. 


Next first and second Peter find, 
With things therein for us to mind; 
In first, second and third John 
Are much for us to think upon. 


——s 
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Then comes Jude, a brother of James, 
Which only the one chapter claims, 
And Revelations so sublime 

Was written by St. John divine. 


6th month, 1893. 


Written after attending the first 
Pickett reunion 9th month, 25th, 1897. 


’Twas in the year, eighteen hundred ninety- 
seven 

That the event I’ll speak of was given; 

The pickets all both far and wide 

Concluded they sprang from one tribe, 

And as they never a reunion had 

They tho’t that it indeed was bad 

To let their kinsmen drift apart; 

So a reunion they did start, 

To stir the feelings as of yore 

Before their parents left this shore 

When they were young and strong and true 

And never of deep sorrows knew, 

And also for to tell the young 

From what branch of the tribe they sprung. 

So in the year above set down 

They came from many a state and.town 

To help to swell the grand affair 

And to the pastures did repair 

Where preparations had been made 

To keep the company in the shade, 


For canvass, flags and things were spread 

Around three sides and overhead 

The beech trees a shelter make 

And gentle breezes the leaves did shake. 

Twas not too hot and not too cold 

For young or middle-aged or old 

But just right for to make us glad 

Tho’ some lone hearts we know were sad. 

For some had loved ones gone before 

Unto that bright and better shore; 

Ah! many, many it is true 

Could look around and say, but few 

Of our dear parents now are here 

With counsel true our minds to cheer; 

May we their counsel still obey 

Tho’ they have long since passed away.” 

And we that here below remain 

Have little tho’t of all the pain 

The toil, the planning and the sweat 

That they passed thro’ those things to get 

Their ways were plain, their hearts were 
true. 

But of the old are left but few 

Who to this country first did come 

To make for us such pleasant homes. 

And while we all enjoyed the day 

In hearing what each had to say, 

May cach one seek his place to know 

As did those fathers long ago, 

An old cow bell was shown that day, 


With its clapper badly worn away. 
It was so old that none could tell 
When it was first a right new bell. 
A little trunk with papers old 
Were shown to us and we were told 
There was a will and bill of sale 


' That partly told that old bell’s tale. 


The will was not unto us read 

For time, it seemed, so fast had fled 
That it was time to separate 

A task for some to undertake, 

Yet after all it must be done 

Before the setting of the sun; 

And so the officers were named, 

They were the same old ones retained. 
The sun was sinking in the sky 

When we unto our home did hie; 

A solemn thought passed in its round 


Where will we all next time be found, 
Ah! some beneath the sod may lie; 
Will it be you? Will it be I? 

As this is not what we need know, 
Let us watch the path our feet do go. 
What a reunion there may be 

Peyond this dark and surging sea 
Where pain and grief forever cease 

In that. happy, happy home of peace. 
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After being at meeting at Mill Creek. 


Oh, yes, I’ve been to meeting 
Where once I loved to go, 

And where the cheerful greeting 
No stranger’s heart can know. 


But Oh! how many changes 
I now observe with pain, 

For death has marked his ranges 
Upon that lovely plain. 


An dleft the top seat empty 
Except one here and there, 
Who only are awaiting 
To be freed from their care. 


Tho’ many missing dear ones 
That with us used to be 
Are gone forever from us 
No more of them we'll see. 


Yet why should we grow weary 
Even if we are but few, 
And think it very dreary 
To go where we used to do. 


Bent all on foolish pleasure 
Can we expect to gain 

That pure and heavenly treasure 

Free from all sinful stain? 
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When Christians in all ages, 
Have daily borne the cross, 

Amid this world’s vile rages, 
And did sustain no loss. 


If we were always faithful, 

A gathering there might be, 
_ Even in these latter days, 
What meetings we might see. 


Those seats would not be vacant, 
Our hearts would not be sad, 
But an inspiring fragrance 
Would often then be had. 


We’d often feel that mighty power 
As did our friends of old, 

And heavenly blessings then would shower 
Upon the little fold. 


LHESATTIG 


Up in the old attic, 
Is where we love to go; 
True, there is nothing costly here, 
And nothing for a show. 


A spinning wheel in a corner, 
With its distaff odd and old; 

And the spiders busily working 
Are growing very bold. 
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For here they do predominate, 
And spin their webs with care, 

Attach them to just anything, 
See, yonder, here and there. 


Here are old things stored away 
To keep them out of sight. 
And here the timid mouse may hide, 
Whene’er it gets a fright. 


And papers here are piled around 
That yellow are with age. 

Oh! here are things of interest 
Even to the wisest sage. 


A box of letters on the floor, 
Written by the dearest friends; 
And every time I read them o’er 
My thoughts they backward send. 


There are some from dear home friends 

When I am far from here, 

Which tells of marriage, birth and death 
Of some relatives quite near. 


Some shelves of old school books are there 
Stored safe and snug away; 

On their fly leaves we may read 
Lines penned in other days. 
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By schoolmates or by some friend dear, 
Who has left this earthly shore 

And gone to join the host of those 
Who have passed on years before. 


Why do we go to the attic 
; So full of dust and web? 

Oh! here we have sweet quiet, 
Where our minds are often fed. 


A many a time we’ve gone there 
And sat there all alone, 
In quiet, sweet contentment, 
More than many a king on his throne. 


Our book or paper reading 
We have many a lesson learned, 
From which in the noise and bustle 
We would have hastily turned. 


Yea, what would seem insipid 
Where noisy gossips rule. 
Would truly be refreshing 
In this sweetly quiet school. 


There are many quiet places, 

In field, in wood or plain, 
Where we may study nature, 

And much from such may gain. 
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But after strolling in the woods 
We to this attic go, 

Tho’ with the spider and ‘his web 
It seems not dull nor slow. 


To read or write or think again 
Of pleasant days long passed, 

And of dear friends we once did love 
And will until the last. 


And so our minds are being fed 
And quiet round us reigns. 
It seems it was a healing place 
For mental griefs and pains. 


O! may none think that all is lost 

Where quiet’s reign is felt 

For this is what we mostly need 
Our hardened heart sto melt. 


And if it be in field or wood 
Or even in a den, 

It often has reflections brought 
Which stirs the heart again. 


To try to follow in the path 

That Christians all have trod, 

And many a time it is this that brought 
The wanderer home to God. 


Ist mo., 8th, 1899. 
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